Dissimulation in Shakespeare\u27s The Winter\u27s Tale by 内藤 亮一
富山大学人間発達科学部紀要 第 15 巻第 2 号：97－107（ 2021） 学術論文 













































LEONTES       Is he won yet? 
HERMIONE He’ll stay, my lord. 
LEONTES  At my request he would not. 





Too hot, too hot! 
To mingle friendship far is mingling bloods. 
I have tremor cordis on me. My heart dances, 
But not for joy, not joy. This entertainment 
May a free face put on, derive a liberty 
From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom, 
And well become the agent. ’T may, I grant. 
But to be paddling palms and pinching fingers, 
As now they are, and making practiced smiles 
As in a looking glass, and then to sigh, as ’twere 
The mort o’ th’ deer—O, that is entertainment 
My bosom likes not, nor my brows.—Mamillius, 


















Thou want’st a rough pash and the shoots that 
I have 
To be full like me; yet they say we are 
Almost as like as eggs. Women say so, 
That will say anything. But were they false 
As o’erdyed blacks, as wind, as waters, false 
As dice are to be wished by one that fixes 
No bourn ’twixt his and mine, yet were it true 
To say this boy were like me. Come, sir page, 
Look on me with your welkin eye. Sweet villain, 
Most dearest, my collop! Can thy dam? May’t be 
Affection? — Thy intention stabs the center. 
Thou dost make possible things not so held, 
Communicat’st with dreams—how can this be? 
— 
With what’s unreal thou coactive art, 
And fellow’st nothing. Then ’tis very credent 
Thou may’st co-join with something; and thou 
dost, 
And that beyond commission, and I find it, 
And that to the infection of my brains 









































POLIXENES  What means Sicilia? 
HERMIONE He something seems unsettled. 
POLIXENES  How? my lord? 
LEONTES  What cheer? How is’t with you, 
best brother? 
HERMIONE                     You look 
As if you held a brow of much distraction. 











前はうそつきだ」（“you lie, you lie! / I say thou liest, 





ていると思うのか」（“Give scandal to the blood o’th’ 
prince, my son, / Who I do think is mine, and love 























There is no truth at all i’ th’ oracle. 




SERVANT O sir, I shall be hated to report it. 
 The Prince your son, with mere conceit and 
fear 
 Of the queen’s speed, is gone. 
LEONTES        How, ‘gone’? 
SERVANT                        Is dead. 
LEONTES  Apollo’s angry, and the heavens 
themselves 



























LORD  What fit is this, good lady? 
PAULINA  What studied torments, tyrant, 
hast for me? 
What wheels, racks, fires? What flaying? 
Boiling 
In leads or oils? What old or newer torture 
Must I receive, whose every word deserves 






PAULINA          But the last—O lords, 
 
― 100 ― 
When I have said, cry woe!—the queen, the 
queen, 
The sweetest, dearest creature’s dead, and 
vengeance for’t 
Not dropped down yet. 
LORD The higher powers forbid! 
PAULINA  I say she’s dead. I’ll swear’t. If word 
nor oath 















































































































O, the most piteous cry of the poor souls! 
Sometimes to see ’em, and not to see ’em; now 
the ship boring the moon with her mainmast, 
and anon swallowed with yeast and froth, as 
you’d thrust a cork into hogshead. And then for 
the land-service, to see how bear tore out his 
shoulder-bone, how he cried to me for help, and 
said his name was Antigonus, a nobleman!  
…………………………………… 
The men are not yet cold under water, nor the 
bear half dined on the gentleman—he’s at it now. 






















     … imagine me, 
Gentle spectators, that I now may be 


















































紹介をする。“I have served Prince Florizel, and in 







My traffic is sheets－when the kite builds, look 
to lesser linen. My father named me Autolycus, 
who, being, as I am, littered under Mercury, was 
likewise a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles. 
With die and drab I purchased this caparison, 
and my revenue is the silly cheat. Gallows and 
knock are too powerful on the highway. Beating 
and hanging are terrors to me. For the life to 
come, I sleep out the thought of it. （4.3.23-30） 
現在の職業はといえば，布（sheets）を盗んで売




















CLOWN …Lend me thy hand; I’ll help thee. 
Come, lend me thy hand. [Helps Autolycus 
up.] 
AUTOLYCUS  O, good sir, tenderly. O! 
CLOWN  Alas, poor soul. 
AUTOLYCUS  O, good sir, softly, good sir. I fear, 
sir, my shoulder-blade is out. 
CLOWN  How now? Canst stand? 
AUTOLYCUS  Softly, dear sir, Good sir, softly. 
[Picks the Clown’s pocket] You ha’ done me a 
charitable office. 
CLOWN  Dost lack any money? I have a little 
money for thee. 
AUTOLYCUS  No, good sweet sir, no, I beseech 
you, sir. （4.3.68-79） 




Enter AUTOLYCUS, [disguised, carrying his 
pack and] singing. 
AUTOLYCUS 
Lawn as white as driven snow, 
Cypress black as e’er was crow, 
Gloves as sweet as damask roses, 
Masks for faces and for noses; 
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Bugle-bracelet, necklace-amber, 
Perfume for a lady’s chamber; 
Golden coifs and stomachers 
For my lads to give their dears; 
Pins and poking-sticks of steel, 
What maids lack from head to heel－ 
Come buy of me, come, come buy, come buy, 
Buy, lads, or else your lasses cry. Come buy! 







Ha, ha, what a fool honesty is, and trust－his 
sworn brother－a very simple gentleman! I have 
sold all my trumpery; not a counterfeit stone, not 
a ribbon, glass, pomander, brooch, table-book, 
ballad, knife, tape, glove, shoe-tie, bracelet, 
horn-ring, to keep my pack from fasting. They 
throng who should buy first, as if my trinkets 
had been hallowed and brought a benediction to 
the buyer; by which means I saw whose purse 
was best in picture; and what I saw, to my good 
use I remembered. My clown, who wants but 
something to be a reasonable man, grew so in 
love with the wenches’ song that he would not 
stir his pettitoes till he had both tune and words, 
which so drew the rest of the herd to me that all 
their other senses stuck in ears. You might have 
pinched a placket, it was senseless. ’Twas 
nothing to geld a codpiece of a purse. I could 
have filed keys off that hung in chains. No 
hearing, no feeling, but my sir’s song and 
admiring the nothing of it. So that in this time of 
lethargy, I picked and cut most of their festival 
purses, and, had not the old man come in with a 
hubbub against his daughter and the King’s son, 
and scared my choughs from the chaff, I had not 























































































































































4 幕 4 場の終わりで，シシリアに戻りたいという
気持ちを捨てられなかったカミロは，王子を救い，
自分もシシリアに帰れる方法はないかと考える。 
Now were I happy if 
His going I have frame to serve my turn, 
Same him from danger, do him love and honour, 
Purchase the sight again of dear Sicilia 
And that unhappy king, my master, whom 








What I do next shall be to tell the king 
Of this escape, and whither they are bound; 
Wherein my hope is I shall so prevail 
To force him after, in whose company 
I shall re-view Sicilia, for whose sight 









I see this is the time that the unjust man doth 
thrive. What an exchange had this been without 
boot! What a boot is here with this exchange! 
Sure the gods do this year connive at us, and we 
may do anything extempore. The prince himself 
is about a piece of iniquity, stealing away from 
his father with his clogs at his heels. If I thought 
it were a piece of honesty to acquaint the king 
withal, I would not do’t. I hold it the more 
knavery to conceal it, and therein am I constant 
















If I had a mind to be honest, I see Fortune would 
not suffer me－she drops booties in my mouth. I 
am courted now with a double occasion: gold, 
and a means to do the prince my master good, 
which who knows how that may turn back to my 
advancement? I will bring these two moles, 
these blind ones, aboard him. If he think it fit to 
shore them again, and that the complaint they 
have to the king concerns him nothing, let him 
call me rogue for being so far officious; for I am 
proof against that title and what shame else 
belongs to’t. To him will I present them. There 
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が 1567 年に「ならずもの」パンフレットで使った

























The princess hearing of her mother’s statue, 
which is in the keeping of Paulina, a piece many 
years in doing and now newly performed by that 
rare Italian master, Giulio Romano, who, had he 
himself eternity and could put breath into his 
work, would beguile Nature of her custom, so 
perfectly he is her ape. He so near to Hermione 
hath done Hermione that they say one would 

























          It is required 
You do awake your faith. Then all stand still. 
Or those that think it is unlawful business 




[To Perdita] Please you to interpose, fair madam. 
Kneel, 
And pray your mother’s blessing. [To Hermione] 
Turn, good lady. 










Bacon, Francis. The Essays. Edited by John 
Pitcher, Penguin Books, 1985. 
Beier, A. L. Masterless Men: The Vagrancy 




Dionne, Craig, and Steve Mentz, editors. Rogues 
シェイクスピアの『冬物語』における「騙し」のモチーフ 
― 107 ― 
and Early Modern English Culture. U of 
Michigan P, 2004. 
Kinney, Arthur F., editor. Rogues, Vagabonds, and 
Sturdy Beggars. U of Massachusetts P, 1990. 
Kurland, Stuart M. “‘We Need No More of Your 
Advice’: Political Realism in The Winter’s Tale.” 
Studies in English Literature, 1500-1900, vol. 
31, no. 2, Spring1991, pp. 365-86. JSTOR, 
www.jstor.org/stable/450816.DOI:10.2307/450816 
Pitcher, John. editor. Shakespeare, The Winter’s 
Tale. 
Shakespeare, William. The Winter’s Tale. The 
Arden Shakespeare: Third Series. Edited by 
John Pitcher,  A&C Black, 2010. 
 
（2020 年 10 月 20 日受付） 
（2020 年 12 月 8 日受理） 
 
  
